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moment, when it required the services of a
group of higher mathematicians and astro-
nomers to keep pace with the fluctuating
price of rooms, the hotel might represent
Germany weeping for her Kaiser.
So much for the fagade. Withindoors in the
two or three floors of suites that his activities
entailed, Hugo Stinnes was preparing the
revolution, constantly exchanging new com-
panies for old and opening a whole series of
enchanted caves into which middle-class
Germany precipitated itself. They didn't,
however, find a genie to roll back die stone.
Adolph Hitler was not yet. There was only
the bull-necked, flat-headed hulk who thrust
Mr. E. L. Poulton on the one side when
they were waiting for their coats at the
cloak-room. Mr. Poulton did not look like
a Labour leader. He looked (as indeed as
he was) a gentle, kindly and inoffensive
person, even if he had from the Germans3
point of view the disadvantage of being
English. This gentle appearance probably
provoked the ruffianly rudeness. Mr. Poul-
ton was over sixty, his aggressor in the early
fifties. He stamped heavily out, Nordic and
bestial to his gross finger-tips. Mr. Poulton
went pale for an instant. He had not been
struck, but he had been violently hustled.
"What was that?' he said at last. cOh, that/
said I, "that was and is Germany.5
Therewas,though,muchexcuseforGomaii